The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Thou ait an Exile, and thou muftnot flay. 

Hie to the Gothes and raife an armie there. 

And rfyeeloue me as I thinke you doe, 

Letskiilc and,'part for we haue'much to doe. 

Extant, 

Lucias, Farewell eAndronicus my Noble Father, 

The wocfiilft man that euerbude inRome: 

Farewell proud Rome till Lucias comeagaine, 

He loucs his pledges dearer than his life: 

Farewell Lauinia my Noble filler, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beene, 

But now nor Lucias nor Lauinia hues, 

Butin obliuion and hatefull greefes: 

If Lucias !iue,fie will requite your wrongs. 

And make proud Saturnine and his Empereft’e, 

Begat thegnteslike Tar quia zv&hii Queenc. 

Now will I to the Cjotbcsmd raife a powre, 
Tobeareuengd on Rome and Saturnine, 

Exit Lucius, 

Enter Lucius fame and L auinia running after him, and 
the Bey flies from her with bis Hooves "un- 
der his Arme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus, 
tutr. Help Grandfier helpe, my Aunt Laainia, 

Folio wes me eu eric where I know not why. 

Good Vncklc Marcus fechowfwiftfhee comes, 

Alas fweet Aunt I know not what you meanc. 

M arcus. S tand by me Lucius , doe not fcarc thine AUflt. 
Titus. She loues thee hoy too well to doc thee harme. 
Puer, I when my Father was in Rome flic did. 

M. V Vhatmeanes my N ecc e Lauinta by thefe figneil 
Tit, Fear e her not fomewhat doth foe meanc. 


of Titus Andronfcus. 

See Lucius Ac f how much flhemakcsof thee: 

Some whither would fhchaue theegoc with her. 

A boy, Corneba neucr with more care, 

R:d to her fonnes than flic hath red to til ce, 

Sv^cet Poctric and Tullies Oratour: 

C'anft thou not geiTc wherefore flic plies thee thus. 

■ pacr. My Lord I know not I, nor can I gefle, 

VfllriTc lomc fit or frenzi e do pofTefTe her: 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay lull oft, 

Extrcmid e ofgrceues would make men mad. 

And 1 haue red that Hecuba of Troy, 

Ran mad for forrow,that made me to feare, 

Although my Lord 1 know my Noble Aunt, 
louesme as deare as ere my Mother did. 

And would not but infurie fright my youth, 

VVhicli made me downeto throwc mybookes and flic 
Caufcles perhaps, but pardon mc.lwcct Aunt, 

And Maddam lfmy V nckl c Marcus goc, 

I will mod wi Uinglic attend your Ladyiliip. 

Mar, Lucius I will. 

Titus, How now Lattima, (Jdiarcus what mcancs this? 
Some booke there is that file defires to fee: 

V Vhieh is it gyric ofthefe,open them boy, 
Butthouaitdeeperreadand better skild. 

Come and take choile of all my Lybrarie, 

Andfo beguile thy forrow,tili theheauens 
Reuealethcdamn’dcontriuerof thisdeede. 

Why lifts ft e vp her Amies in fcqucnce thus? 

M. I thinke (hemeanes thattherc were more than one 
Confederated! the fa ft, I more there was.- 

Orclfeto heauen,lhclieaues them for rcuengc. 

Titus, L«««/what bookeisthat ftreetofiethfo. 

Tutr. Grandfier tis Ouids Metaraorphofis, 

My Mother gaaeit me. 
biareus. For loue ofher that* gone. 


Perhaps 





